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"'Tis faIse l'!--Sebastian bent lis
And clasped bis bandis implori

And saici, "I, swear it 1 noue bu

"List," said bis master, Il I would
Who enters here-there have b

Before, rough sketches strewn ar
By whose hold hand, 'tis yours tc

"See that to-uight strict watch you
Nor date to close your eyes iu s!
If on to-morrow morn you fail

To auswer what I ask,
The lasb shall force you,-do vo

Hence 1 to your daily task."

'Twas miciniglit in Seville, and lai
From one suiall lamp, a dirn, un

Wldbin Murillo's study, ail were go
Who there, in pleasant tasks or c

Passed cbeerfully the morniug hou
'Twas shadowy gloom, and bueatk

save
That to sad thouglits and tortuuing

One hright eyed boy was ther
littie slave.

Almost a chilci, that boy ba see
Not thtice five sunimers yet ;

But genius marked the lofty broi
O'er whicti Lis Ir cks of jet

Profusely curled ; lis cheeks dar
Jroclaimed the warm blood fliv
Each throbbing veir', a mingledI
To Africa and Spain allied.

"Alas!1 what fate is mine?" lie si
"4The lash, If I refuse to tell
Whbo sketcbed those figures ; if]

Peihaps, e'en more, the duDg<
IHe breathed a prayer to heaven
It came!1 for soon in slumber lai
Hie slept until the dawning day
Shed on lis humble coucli its ta~

"1,1 sleep no more," lie cried, "&a
Three bours of freedom I ma3

Before niy master comes, for the
I shall le but a slave again.

Three blessed hours of freedom 1
Shall I employ them ? Ah!1 t't
The figure on that canvas traced
Must be, yes, it inusi lie effaced

1le seized a brush,-the mornini
Gave to, the head a softened g

Gazing enraptured on the siglit,
He cried, '«Shaîl I efface it ?

That breathing ip ! that beamir
Efface themn? 1 would rather die

The terror of the humble slave,
Gave place to the o'erpowerin

Of the bigli feelings nature gavc
Which only gifted spirits Irnos

Hie touched the brow, the lip ; il
is pencil bail some magic po

The eye with deeper feeling bear
Sebastian Lad forgot the hour 1

knee,
ngly,
t me 1"

know

Foixgot his master, and the threat
Ot punishment stili hangiog o'er hîm;

For with escb touch new heauties met,
Aut maingted in the face before him.

een found, At length 'twas finished. Rapturouily
ounci, Hie gaz td; coula auglit more beauteous be?
show; Awkule ahsorhed, entranced he stood,
keep, Then statted ; horror chilled his blood 1
tep; is master and the pupils ail

Were there e'en at his side 1
The terror stricken slave was mute;

u hear ? Mercy would be denied,
E'en coula he ask it ; so lie deemeci,

* And the poor btiy half lifeless seemed.
ntly shone, SpeechiesF, bewildered, for a space
~certain ray, Tbey gazect upon that perfect face,
ne, Each with an artist's jDy ;
3nverse gay, At length Murillo silence broke,
rs away. And with affected sternness spoke:
tless silence* "Who is your m ister, boyV

fear prey You, senor V' said the trembling slave.
fear a reyo "ay, who, I mean, instruction gave

e~ Murllo's Before that Virgin's head you drew ?P
Againhle answered: "lOnly you."

n "Igave you noue ! Murillo cried.
"But I have beard,": the boy replied,
65 Vhat you to others saici."

l'And more than heard," in kinder tone
k bue, The painter said, Il'tis plainly shown
iiug through That you have profited."
tide, "Wbat (to hîs pupils) is his meed?

Reward or punisbment ?"
id, "Reward 1 reward 1" they warmly cried.

(Sebastian's ear was bent
E do, To catch the sounds lie scarce believed,
.on cell1 But wvith imploring look received.)
for aid. "What shall it be ?" They spoko of gold,
ci, And of a spleudid dresc,

But still unmoved Sebastian stood,
Sulent and motionless.

nd now "Speak 1" said Murillo kindly, IlChoose
gain Vour owu reward. 'What shai it be ?

n Name wbat you wish, l'Il not refuse;
Then speak at once, and fearlessly."

how "Oh!1 if I dared V" Sebastian knelt,
.n now And feelings lie could flot control.

(But feared to utter even then)
1"9 \Vith strong emotion shook bis soul.

g liglit "Courage !" lis master said, and each
10w; Essayed, in lcind half-whispered speech,

To soothe bis overpowering dread.
No! He scarcely heardl tîli some one saici,

ig eye!1 Sebastian, ask, you have your choice,
1"Ask for Vour fteedom'. At the word

The suppliant strove to raise bis voice;
At flrst but stifled sobs were beard.

g flow And then bis prayer, breathed fervently,
<Oit! m aster, 7n akc my rFATH ER free.'

tseemed «"Him and thyseif 1 my noble boy 1"
wer ; Warmly the painter cried;
oed ; Raising Sebastian firom, bis feet,

Hie pressed him, to bis side ;
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